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Dry Goods, Notions, Ladies’ and Gents’ Furnishing Goods, Capes, Ja
Suits, Wrappers, Millinery, Shirt Waist
Wear, Ribbons, Laces, Linen Goods, Handkerchiefs, Etc.
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ENTIRE STOCK MUST BE SOLD WITHIN TWO WEEKS.
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COME AS EARLY AS POSSIBLE AND AVOID THE RUSH.
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A GYPSY

A WILD B

SKETCH.

Opie Read, in the Times-Herald.

TWhen the'man wwhom we had elected

sheriff cnme in and officlally informed
us that we need not get out ancther
number of our newspaper, we sadly
shook hands with ane another, grahbed
at our individual belongings and bade

farewell to the dingy old room wherein
many a bright and extraviagant hope
had been huang to gather dust amid the
cobwebs, And soon we wers geatteped
aver adversity's landscape, no two uf
us having the courage o pursus the
wame direction, | eared not whither I
went; It was my alm tu be almless,
And =0 T strofled, One afternoon, In
the weatern part of Tennescce, T came
upon A log bridge that appeared to
hawe hean carelessly tumbled across a
small strenm.  The vond was ETdRE-
grown, the bridge was covered with
morning glory vines, The scene was
to0 romantie to be pastoral. There was
not a hause, not a fleld, not a meadow
within sigft. But down the stream
where the whre grass was thick and
where the water oiks cast a hroad
phade was a gypsy camp. Hunger, the
keenest of sugpgoestors, advised me to
wislt the camp. 1 did so0, and a5 T drew
near 1 saw several men and women
standing about a larg: hox, which
merved as o table: and hending over In
a posfthom of agonizing anixely was a
man strivi to write on a plece of

poer bag. ey did not see me untll

was close to them—they had pald no

ttentlon to the whimalcal yelping of A

og. But whamthey saw mo thers was
a scattering about, 'and the writer
grabbed his paper and stood looking at
me almast flereely.

“How far 18 it to Bollvar?' I asked,
to apologize for my Intrukion.

“T don't Xnow,” the writer answered,

“Hoew far is 1t to the Hatohie river?”

“Don't know."

“How far Ix It 10 ths rallroad?*

He ghook hiz head,

““How far 1g It to any phlace?”

He Jooked at me sharply, and an-
fwered: “It's onlw a short distance to
&ny pluos away feom here'

But‘l was not to be bluffed. I had
lien hardened, ‘““What are you trying
to da?" 1 asked.

'T\rmuf to write a letter to friends In
England.”

~And can't yon write 117"

“I'm afrald that it's a little more than
I mn do. The only one of us that could
write fled not long ago."” )

‘Tt me write for you?”

Agulp he Jevked at me sharply, not

redgen , however, but with an anxl-
ans questioning. *‘Can you write?” he
asiad,

"“Yes, for unfortunately T have tried
to make writing my business'

“Phen you will charge us too much
for writing a latter.”

“I will not charge you anything. It
will ba a pleasure,”

1 took from my pocket a large note-
book and a pencll. They made way for
mp, and 1 eat down at the box, T askad
not anotlier question, but began to de-
peribe the svene of thelr cunhg As
vividly as 1 could I pletured thh lazy
stream, the ving-covered bridge, the
rugged bluff not far away. I read this
to them, and then asked what they

clapped thelr hands. How
an audience. How chearming a literary
rqug-_-hmr! fmagination, throbbing
Tancy.
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their fleetest horse and sant him to the
postoffion. 1 suggested that it might be
well for me to go with him, that It
would set me quite a Jdistance on my
way, but hereupon gpoke up the man
who hind striven to write, “No, you
stay with us il tomorrow. We will
wont you to write another letter then
—axactly lke the other one””

The man with whom I had transacted
my literary business was Ham Tish,
the ruler of the tribe, 11e was a power-
ful old fellow and it occurred to me
that he might be a pretty toogh cus-
tomer In a rough and tumtale tight,

Sitting just acrosg the fire from me
was a girl, Out of the darkness she
had come llke an iuminated shadow,
Her Dlavk halr was tangled and her
face, warm and rich, was like o wild
berry. She laughed, and 1 sat thers
with an ear of corn growing cold In
my hand. She was stronger than eon-
solence—she had taken my appetite,
She dooked at me ehyly and I wondered
i ehe had heard the reading of the
letter, Ham Tieh spoke to her, called
her Loeog, and she called him father,

I don't think that I slept vory much
that night. I lay on o blanket under &
bush, looking at the stars, her oyes.
Onee during the night T thought that 1
heard her laugh, but It must have been
the rippiing of the crock.

Barly at morning I =aw her go down
to the miream to bathe her face, In-
atinct suggested caution, and 1 peered
ont to ses If Ham Tish were within
gight., 1e waz not, and 1 went down Lo
the stream. She was wiping her face
with o hanidful of oak leaves.

“Won't you tnke my handkerchief?"
I asked, And then'I remembered that
I had nome, thot T had tled It about the
wounded finger of a rallway sectlon

hand. Bhe wasn't frightened—she
laughed, T would rather have leaves,"
ghe sald, And then she added: "“"Where

dk! you come from?"

“From nearly all directions."

“‘Hut don't you live in a house-"

“Not now. Once 1 did, but now T
llve ns you do, under the treca,”

“But lsn't it nlee to llve In a house
and not have to go away? 1 have seen
places where I would like to liva all
the time and have chickens and ducks,
amd not have to steal them. Did you
ever live that way?"*

“Yes, untid 1 svas sick of it."”

“Hut you ddn’t get slek of not having
to steal chickens and duocks, did you?"

“1 Hved that way until to have stolen
anything would have been a rellef.'”

And do you like to ateal?” she naked,
shooting & glance at me that almost
made me dance & Jig."

“1 shouldn't care to steal a chicken,"
T answerad, "“but I know of a wild berry
that 1 should like to sateal.'

“But you don't have to steal any-
thing that's wild, 'she replied. Bhe
waa ellent for & moment, and then she
asked: “Are you golng with ua?'

A thrill shot through me and made
my fingers tingle, "Why do you ask?™
was all I could trust myself to say.

‘“‘Begause father sald he wanted you
to write mors letters, ‘Wil you?"

“T will write 10,000 letters for your
father. T avould even take off nzrlhlrt
and cover it with messeges his

Lees

friends,”
another let and
post

I wrol;'
el r hands with di t.
lm‘:ﬂ) avas sent to the -
dia ng llk'lt' |

e
office, and lh‘:‘l”ﬂﬂll 1

It T knew anything about horses. [ was
foreed to acknowledge that I did not,
whereupon he remarked: “Then I don't
suppose you care to go with us, We
are going over here to trade

He had thought to favor me with an
entertalnment. There may be drearier
recitals than the lles told during a horse
swap, but T have never heard them.
But eéven had he promised the keenest
excitement 1 should have decllned to
go. There was but one thing for me,
and that was to gorge my gaze on that
wild berry. And ®where was she? T
saw her standing under a tree a short
distance down the stream. A num-
ber of children and smaller girls
were playing about her. They had
pulled a grape vine from a tree and

were jumping K. A8 1 approiached Lees,

turned from the group and began slow-
Iy to walk toward the creek. I over-
took her,

"How long will they let me stay?” I
asked. .

“Until you write enough letters,” she
answered, laughing.

“But do you know how many they
want written 7

“I don't know, but ever so many, I
should think."
ﬁ:;'r:gn': ¥ou want me to write some for

"'No,” she said after a short pause,
“T don't know anybody."

“HBut you have friends In England,
haven't you?**

“No, not now. T had one.”

“And he dled?" 1 asked.

“She died," was her reply.

Down the stream we rolled. Tn the
dellght of her marvelous beauty T for-
got that there had even been a clviliza-
tion. In the shade on & bank of moss
we sat. 1 told her stories, of glants

PHYSICAL STRENGTH,
cheerful spirits and the ability to fully
enjoy life, come only with a healthy

body nmrmind. The young
man who suffers from nerv-
) ouw debility, impaired mem-
ory, low spirits, irrita-
ble temiper, and the
thousand and one de-
rangements of mind
and hody that
result from, un-
natural, pernici-
ons habils usual-
ly contracted in
onth, through
f pnorance, is
thereby incapac-
i!alelt.l] to thor-
ough enjo
A
tired, ‘spiritless,
nud drowsy ; his
sleep isdisturbed
. and does uot re-
fresh lim as it
should ; the will power is weakened,
morbid fears haunt him and may result
in confirmed thpoclsmsdria. or melan-
cholia and, inally, in sofling of the brain,
epilepsy, (" fits™), pnnl;; s, locomotor
ataxia and even in dread insanity.

To reach, re-claim and restore such
nnfortunates to health and happiness, is
the aim of the publishers of a book of
136 pages, written in plain but chaste
lan , on the nature, symptoms and
curability, by lome-treatment, of such
diseanes. This boelk will be sent sealed,
in plain envelope, on receipt of this no-
age. " Address, World: "'m".gm."" ary Jied:
age. orld’s ry
jcal Association, Buffalo, N, Y.

For more than a
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and .of beautiful women, 8he was lean-
Ing back with her eyes half clogsed, and
through her lushes 1 saw the playlng of
a fire like the lightning that flashes be-
hind & summer's fringy cloud. "Tell
me more,” she sald when I had stopped
to gaze In rapturous silence upon her.

1 would have told her more, but sud-
denly glancing at the sun, she ex-
claimed: *“We must go. The men will

| be back soon.”

I understood her; she was afrald that
her father might sce her alone with me.
And I wondered that she had not n
similar fear with regard to her mother.
She must have read my thoughts, for
sald: “"Mother never scolds me.
Father does sometimes. One time on
the roadside 1 stopped and talked to o
man; I didn't want to stop, but he
asked me to wait a moment and 1 did,
for he was a kind man. But father
scolded me.

“You dldn't fall In love with the man,
did you?" I eagerly asked.

She laughed at me. "1 wouldn't know
how to do that," she sald.

“But you could be easily taught. 1
could teach you.”

She pouted at me and ran back to
the camp. That night she sat just
across the fire from me. Her father
stood near her and talked horse with a
young fellow who hung mysteriously
ubout In the shadow. Several times 1
spuke to the girl, but she simply nodded
and smiled at me, Hum Tish began to
walk up and down, still talking to the
man In the shadow. 1 leaned over at
the fire to rake a cosl upon my pipe,
nnd when I looked up, T saw Ham Tish
polnting toward a tent. The girl got up
and glowly walked nway. And Ham
Tish ceased talking to the man In the
shadow, 1 lay down under the bush,
but I saw no stars, for the sky was
black., But I heard the rippling of the
oreck. It was just daylight, for the
newly kindled fires were stlll red
agalnat the shadow that lay along the
woods, when Ham Tish called me,

“I want you to ecat with me this
morning,” he sald as 1 approached.
“8it down over there," he added, polnt-
Ing to o dog. 1 sat down and he con-
tinued: “"Would you like to live with
us?* :

1 should be delighted!" T exclaimed.

“But wouldn't you get tired roaming
ahout?

“Never, I should always find It a
plengure,”

“But would you be willing to come
under my authority ?

“Yes; 1 would be willing to sign any
sort of agreement,”

He looked hard at me. *“Then you
haven't many tles to hold you to the
honee,"

“If 1 had T would break them."

He grunted and was sllent, While we
were eating, a boy led two horses for-
ward. "I want you to take a ride with
me,” sald Ham Tish, “With your eye
for the beautiful T want you to help
me select a place for a new cammp.
I am afrald of malaria here, Wil you
go with me?"

“Most gladly.”

“There's your horse.'”

I mounted one horse and Ham Tish
the other. Just as we were turning
away I heard a volee, and, looking
back, 1 paw Lees standing on the steps
of & wagon. She stood drawing back
a red curtaln and the sun, just rising,
threw his first rays over her.

“Will you be gone long?' she asked,

And without walting for Ham Tish
to answer I made bold to say: “No,
not lang."

Along the grass-grown road we pur-
sued our way In sllence, 'We turned to
the left into the thick woods, An hour
r:ﬂ.m “Here Is a beautiful place,"

“Yem" Ham Tia .
ve: s h answered, “but it is

t do
™

“Yea, got down." ,
m '-"\_. X, SN
4 A

an
we
place

crossed them over the saddle. He did
not get down.

"*Here's where we part company,” he
sald, pulling the bridle over my horse's
head preparing to lead him.

“What!" I exclalmed.

“Here's where T leave you" The flap
of his coat blew aside and I saw the
brass handle of a pistol.

“But won't you let me go back to the
camp and tell the people good-bye?' 1
pleaded,

“There 18 no camp,"” he replied. *It
Is gone, Good-bye."” :And so be left me
alone In the forest.

i

MASTERS OF REPARTEE.

Foote .and Hook, Englishmen, Who
Nover Lacked Wit.

“Speaking of repantee,” sald Qarret
MoEnerney to @ San Francisco Call
reporter, “there were two great mas-
ters of 4t produced by England. One
was Samuel Foote, styled the ‘English
Arls hanes,’ and the other was Theo-
dore Hook, also a subject of Great
Britain, Foote was probably the most
saroastic of the two,

“"On one occasion while lstening to
a bad rendition of an old song he asked
the singer why he Insisted on singing
such music. ‘Because It always haunts
me," answered the fellow,

“'1 am not surprised at that; you
are always murdering 1t replled Foote.

"Some young men were annoying him
one day with an dnferlor brand of
Jokea, 1o which he turned a deaf ear.
‘Why, Foote,' sald one, ‘vou are flat to-
day and don't seem to relish a good
joke.! ‘You have not tried me yet,' sald
the wit,

"He war never without an answer,
and his ready tongue made him a necea-
gity at sockl functions,. While at a
gathering one evning & prig sald to
him, ‘Mr. Foote, what would you glve
1o be aa young as 17" Without turning
his head Foote answered, ‘I would be
content to ‘be as foollsh.' People used
to demand an exhibition of his clever-
nesg, A lndy once asked him to make
& pun using as his subject the king.
He 10ld her that the king was no sub-
Jeet, and she relapsed dnto sllence. He
alro told an opera ¢lnger who rehearsed
for him that she could make her next
appearance when the publle had for-
gotten her first, Foote himself seldom
smiled at his own jokss, but lanughed
uproariously at those of olhers. This
{8 a good quality to possces.

"Hook was born a few years after
Foote's death, and has been one of the
faw men able to fill his place In the
particular vein of humor In which they
both excelled. A party of laborers were
sinking & well one day when Hook hinp-
pened to pass and dnquired what they
were about. ‘Boring for water,” was
the reply. ‘Water is always a bore,
sald Hook, He was ence naked to write
somuthing about the death of the king
and queen of the Bandwich islands.
His production read as follows:
“Waliter, two sandwiches," cried Death,
And ‘trh.e.l'l'-. wild majeaties resigned thalr

nted
Lord

“Hin short verse was always
and, genprally Impromptu.
Brougham he wrote:
anxhlnim on his tombatone would have

writ:
"“Here lles the enemy of Pitt.""

And half the line at least applies,
For everyone adm!its "“he llea."

“A man named Hatchet Invited him
refaoed M

from the Vatlcan which shull allow
them to cycle, deapite the opposing
bishops. But the Vatican s silent,
and meanwhlle the Fronch priests,
whosge bishops sees no objection, Just
roll tp thelr gowns and pedal around
tha districts where they are wont to
tramp f0 wearlly. The cure may not
lay aside hils =kits, ®0 that with the
voluminous garments bunched up
around hiz walat e Jooks a dittle
quaint. The nearest apprach we have
to it in this counlry may be seen from
Newgate street, wheh ine Bluecoat
boys are JJdolng fast lap: round the
playground at Christ's hosplial.
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_Gilmare's ‘Ara)-naﬁc Winé

~—A tonic for ladies. If you
are suffering from weakness.
and feel exhuausted and ner-
vous; are getting thin and all
run down; Gilmore’s Aro
matic Wine will bring roses
to your cheeks and restore
you to flesh and plumpness.
Mothers, use it for your
daughters, It is the best
regulator aund corrector for
ailments peculiar to woman.
hood. It promotes digestion,

Mannfacturers of the Celabrated

PILSENER
LAGER BEER

CAPACITY )
100,000 Barrels per Annum

enriches the blood and gives -
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lasting strength. Sold by
Matthews Bros., Scrauton.
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SHALE PAVING BRICK
AND BUILDING BRICK

Oftles: 320 Wu;‘lnglm_l—&\'ennc.
Works: Nax-Aug. s, E. & W. V.R. R

M. H. DALE,

General Sales Agent, Soranton, Pa

WILLIAM S. MILLAR,
Alderman 8th Ward, Scranton,

ROOMS 4 AND B,
Gas and Water Co. Bullding,
CORNER WYOMING AVE. AND CENTER 8T

EHOURS from I8 a m. fo0p. my)
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